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The following description of the eldest car-
rying away the enchanted spit from the sea
spirits is fine and musical. He has laid on
himself a spell that he may walk through the
sea:

Days twice-seven was he treading
The silent gloom of the deep,
His lanterns the silver salmon
To the sea-sunk Isle of Finchory.

Soft shone the moony splendour
Of the magic lamps of Finchory.
There sat in their hall of crystal
The red-haired ocean-wraiths.

Twice-fifty they sat and broidered
With pearls their sea-green mantles;
But Brian strode to their kitchen
And seized a spit from the rack.

Dr. Todhunter has also, he says in the pref-
ace, written a Deirdre, but did not print it
with these poems as it is of more epic nature.
It was a pity to keep it back. It would have
been pleasant to have in one book what were
called in ancient Ireland The Three Sorrows
of Story-Telling.

There are some fine short poems. The best
without any doubt is Aghadoe. Had it ap-
peared in The Nation in Young Ireland times
it would .now be in every collection of Irish
ballads;